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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE HILLS OF SAN JOSfe 

I look at the long low hills of golden brown 

With their little wooded canyons 

And at the haze hanging its beauty in the air — 

And I am caught and held, as a ball is caught and held 

by a player 
Who leaps for it in the field. 
And as the heart in the breast of the player beats toward 

the ball, 
And as the heart beats in the breast of him who shouts 

toward the player, 
So my heart beats toward the hills that are playing ball 

with the sun, 
That leap to catch the sun 
And to throw it to other hills — 
Or to me! 

GRIEVE NOT FOR BEAUTY 

Grieve not for the invisible, transported brow 

On which like leaves the dark hair grew, 

Nor for the lips of laughter that are now 

Laughing inaudibly in sun and dew, 

Nor for those limbs that, fallen low 

And seeming faint and slow, 

Shall yet pursue 

More ways of swiftness than the swallow dips 

[156] 



